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	1. Chapter 1

So as you obviously know, this is a 'What if Hiccup left?' fic, where he disappears for five years before coming back with new friends and allies, all with their own dragons, to try to make things right between himself and his father, and between Berk and the dragons.

* * *

><p>"Stop the fight," Stoik said, standing up.<p>

"No! You have to see this," Hiccup, in the arena with the dragon, which had almost accepted him, "They're not what we think they are," a few tense seconds passed as the Monstrous Nightmare slowly started to lower it's head toward the boy's hand.

"I said, STOP THE FIGHT!" Stoik shouted.

The dragon's eyes went to slits and it promptly started to attack the small, interesting human that had been trying to touch him. Now, the dragon was sure that the small human had been trying to lure him into calmness so that the big humans could do a surprise attack. The dragon got the human caged under one of his claws and was about to give the killing strike when something metal hit it in the side of the head. Furious, the dragon looked over to see the slightly more threatening young human that had thrown the painful thing, and chased after that one instead.

In a little cove in the forest, a black dragon suddenly perked his ears up at the sound of his human brother's voice raised in fear. The dragon, a Night Fury called Toothless, immediately began a frantic search for a way out. He jumped at the walls of the cove, scrabbling for a hold on the smooth rock. After a few fruitless attempts, he jumped, used his wings for a boost, and firmly dug his claws into the high ground he was aiming for. It was a last-ditch effort, but it worked, and Toothless was soon sprinting, flapping, and jumping through the trees to come to his human's aid.

As he reached the arena, he blasted an opening in the top half to allow himself entry. The plasma blast had the added benefit of creating a big cloud of smoke, which concealed his human from the bad dragon's angry gaze, and afforded Toothless with an advantage, as he could see better in the smoke cloud than his larger opponent.

Hiccup couldn't see much of the dragon fight, but when the smoke cleared, he was on the opposite side of the arena from the Monstrous Nightmare, with Toothless standing protectively between them, ready to attack should the red dragon make an offensive move. The situation was not helped when the arena was swarmed by Vikings, who took care of the Nightmare quickly before heading for the Night Fury.

Hiccup tried to tell his dragon to leave, but Toothless wasn't going. He thought fearfully of what would happen to Toothless if the swiftly approaching warriors managed to reach them, and he realised what he would have to do. Sure, it would mean abandoning his village, his family, and his possible almost-girlfriend, but it would mean keeping his first true friend out of danger. He jumped into the saddle, clicked the prosthetic tailfin into place, and took off just as Spitelout reached the place they had been. He flew out of the arena and almost left right then, but instead guided Toothless to curve around and land on the caged top of the arena.

"Dad!" he said, shouting so that he could be heard by the people on the ground, "This is what I was trying to show you. They aren't evil, mindless killers. We could coexist if we just tried!"

Stoik looked up at his son with an outward expression of rage, "This is what you've been hiding from me? This is what you've been doing all this time? I thought you were one of us! But you're not. You're no Viking, you're not my son. Get out of my sight!" only a select few people, those who knew the chief very well, could hear a slight note of sadness in his voice as he said the final few statements, and the last shout.

From the ground, no one could really see Hiccup's expression, and although many guessed, no one could truly envision the forlorn, shocked, or slightly resentful emotions that were present. Before flying away, Hiccup said, "I'll come back," but the promise wasn't loud enough for anyone other than himself and Toothless to hear. Faster than most eyes could follow, the dragon and rider were gone.

Astrid was sitting on that rock in the cove, the one where she'd been just before confronting Hiccup about his unnatural success in dragon training. Instead of an explanation she'd gotten the ride of her life, which had changed her views entirely. She shook the memories from her mind and looked to the sky, hoping to see who she'd come there for. Before going to Hiccup and Toothless's special place, she'd made a quick trip to her house to grab two traveling packs and stuff them with food and other, smaller necessities. She knew that if Hiccup were to stop anywhere before leaving, then it would be there, and she would be waiting for him.

It was hours before anything happened, and Astrid had nearly given up, when she heard wing beats and saw the familiar duo land just down the shore from where she sat waiting. She stood and waved in greeting as Hiccup dismounted and he walked over to her, Toothless following. Hiccup looked the most dejected a person could possibly get, which made sense, considering that he'd just been disowned, rejected, and pretty much banished by his own father in front of his entire village.

"Hey, Astrid," he said softly as he came within talking distance.

"Hiccup . . ." she started, not sure how to comfort him.

"Don't. I-I just have to leave for a while, until things cool down here," Hiccup said, turning as if to get back onto Toothless.

"Wait," Astrid said, holding out the two packs, "I'm coming with you."

Hiccup shook his head, "No, I need to go alone. You need to stay, to see if you can make them see what I couldn't show them."

Astrid wanted to argue further, but what he said made sense. He had to leave, otherwise his best friend would be hunted down and he'd be banished formally and officially. The way things stood now, all he had to do was wait for the right time to come back and no laws would stop him from returning, as there had never been a formal banishment ceremony. She had to stay, to do what Hiccup had been trying to do, and she wouldn't fail. When he returned, he would come home to an island where Vikings and dragons lived together in peace, this she promised herself.

"Okay," she said, much more softly than her usual tone, then thrust one of the packs out at him, "But at least take this with you. And promise me you'll be back." this last demand was said with the same fierceness that Astrid usually spoke with.

Hiccup nodded and said, "I promise," before jumping onto Toothless's saddle and taking off without another word said.

Belatedly, Astrid raised a hand in a goodbye wave, and stood in that position for a full minute after the duo had passed out of sight. With a sigh, she turned and slowly made the walk back to her house, not expecting that this would be the last time she saw Hiccup for over five years.

Hiccup didn't know what his destination was, or how long he'd be flying to get there. All he knew was that he and Toothless were going to get as far away from Berk as they could before stopping for a rest, since he just couldn't handle the stress of being too close to home after what had just happened there. He didn't notice the storm until he flew right into it and Toothless lost control.

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, I hope you all enjoyed that. If you think I should continue, tell me in a review! If you have any ideas of what you think couldshould happen, PM me. **

**Again- REVIEW!**


	2. Chapter 2

**I actually got some pretty good feedback concerning the last chapter, so here's the next one as a present for all you lovely reviewers, favoriters, and followers!**

* * *

><p>In a very small village quite aways south of the Barbaric Archipelago, a pair of children were out after the first major snowstorm of the winter, searching for any animals that hadn't survived the night. If they came across something big, like a deer, then they'd have to share it with the other families in town, but they were hoping to come across some squirrels or other small game, to feed just themselves and their father for a few nights. They'd already had a bit of luck, with two small frozen rabbits, a frozen crow, and a large frozen squirrel.<p>

The older of the two, an eleven year old girl called Luna, kept needing to remind her six year old sister, Eria, to stop wandering off and that they needed to stay close to eachother if they didn't want to get lost. Eria wasn't listening very well, as she was looking for 'snow gremlins', which would supposedly give you five wishes the first time you caught one, but take them all away if you ever caught one again. They also supposedly traveled in sleds that left big tracks through the snow sometimes, although walking was more common, according to Eria.

"Luna! Luna look! I found something!" came Eria's voice.

Luna looked around and realised that her little sister wasn't anywhere close to her, and that she most likely hadn't been for the past few minutes. "Eria!" the older girl called sternly, "Get back here right now or I won't let you come with me next time!" She started walking back the way she'd come, looking left and right for the small red headed form of her sister.

"But Luna! You have to come see! There's a boy and he looks cold," Eria's voice could now be pinpointed as coming from Luna's left, and the older girl altered her course accordingly.

"What do you mean, there's a boy there? Everyone except us is at that gathering thing back in the village," Luna said, getting closer to where she thought Eria was. She stepped between two pine trees that were slightly farther apart than the others in the forest, and found herself in a clearing about fifteen feet across on all sides, expect for a narrower portion off to her right.

Eria was on the other side of the clearing, and Luna was relieved to see that nothing looked wrong with her, but then she saw the boy her sister was talking about. He was on his back in the snow, his right arm bent at an odd angle and his left ankle looked to be twisted. There didn't appear to be any blood anywhere, which Luna was glad of. She could be rather squeamish when it came to blood. The boy didn't appear to be moving at all . . . or breathing, for that matter. Luna quickly made her way over to where her sister was trying to wake the boy up by poking his shoulder.

"Eria, stop. You're not helping anyone," the older girl said sternly as she got closer. She kneeled down next to her sister and leaned over the wounded boy, lowering her ear to his chest to listen for a heartbeat. After a moment, she heard a quiet, almost hesitant little ba-bump . . . ba-bump . . . She gave a sigh of relief. The boy, whoever he was, was at least still alive. No sooner did she have this thought than she remembered that they were out in freezing temperatures at least five miles away from their home, with no fast mode of transportation to get the boy back before he froze to death.

"Is he okay, Luna? Why is he sleeping outside?" Eria asked, not helping the situation with her six year old curiosity.

"He'll be fine, as long as we can warm him up and get him back to the village soon," Luna said reassuringly, more to calm herself than her sister.

Eria nodded, "So where did he come from?"

"That I don't know," Luna said, looking around for clues as to how the strange boy could have ended up where he was. There was a long trough carved through the snow, as if something big and heavy had fallen from the sky, and the boy was right next to it, the ground around him looking as if it, too, had been disturbed by something falling from the sky. The trail from the boy's fall seemed to branch off of the larger one and stop where he lay. The larger one, though, continued on, with a few broken trees along the sides of it that made it stand out more.

Luna stood and was about to investigate the larger track, when she remembered that Eria needed to be occupied at all times or else she'd run off and get lost somewhere. She turned and said to the younger girl, "Eria, get a fire started, over . . . there," she pointed to a nearby patch of ground that had less snow on it, "Clear away the snow first, and once you've got it burning, make sure the boy isn't too close or too far away. If the boy wakes up, ask his name and tell him yours, and see if he'll tell you how in the heck he got here," Luna gently dragged the boy closer to the spot where she wanted Eria to make the fire before standing up and going to check out the larger trail of destruction.

Looking back assured her that Eria was doing as she'd been told, so Luna followed the track until it ended at a place where the ground looked very disturbed, like something big had crash landed there but had gotten up again and walked around looking for something. What was odd, though, was that she couldn't see what it was that had been there. Judging by the size of the markings, whatever it was had been very large, so it shouldn't be too hard to see it. So why wasn't anything there?

Luna crouched down and touched the ground, trying to make out any specific tracks, when she heard and felt something breathing just behind her. It sounded big, and through her peripheral vision she could tell it was of a dark coloration. She knew it had to be some sort of animal, most likely predatory, so she braced herself for a claw swipe or a bite from whatever it was to finish her off. Nothing happened, however.

Slowly, Luna stood up. Whatever it was didn't react much, except that the breathing was now angled slightly differently, as if it had moved its head to keep looking at hers. Just as slowly, she began to turn around, to find herself face to face with a dragon. She jumped back, both hands coming up to stifle a shriek of alarm. The dragon wasn't attacking her, which made no sense because that was what dragons did. They attacked people. But this one, all it did was cock its head curiously at her and make a warbling noise in the back of its throat, almost questioningly. Its head came forward, and Luna flinched, but all it did was sniff her up and down, before suddenly drawing back and growling, its pupils narrowed into slits.

At first, Luna's thoughts were along the lines of, _'Oh, crap, it_'_s going to eat me now, I know it,'_ but then she saw exactly where its growls were directed. She had a hunting knife strapped to her belt, and the dragon didn't seem to appreciate the fact. On a whim, Luna pulled the knife out -causing the growls to get louder for a second- before tossing it to the ground a few feet off to her left. The dragon's eyes went back from slits and it looked at her again, as if judging whether she was to be trusted or not.

She never got the chance to see what it would have done next, as faint sounds of talking drifted back to them from up where Eria was. The dragon's ears perked up and it bounded away toward the noises, giving Luna the chance to see that it had a saddle on its back and that its left tailfin looked manmade. She had a few seconds to wonder about that before realizing that the dragon was heading up the track she had come down . . . which meant that it was headed straight for a six year old girl and a severely wounded boy.

Luna ran as fast as she could to get back -hopefully in time to stop any harm to her sister and the boy- but was surprised at what she saw. Eria was, of course, looking nervous and a bit scared, but it was the boy and the dragon Luna was looking at. The dragon had its nose pressed up against the boy's chest and the boy seemed to be . . . _petting_ it (with his left hand, that is. His right arm was curled into his chest as though in pain).

The boy looked over at Eria and said, "Come on, he won't hurt you. He's just-" the boy was interrupted by the dragon's tongue sliding along his face a few times, at which he said, "Ah! Eeew, Toothless, stop! Bad dragon! Stop it, Toothless, that's disgusting!" his protests didn't seem to do much to stop the dragon's display of affection, and truth be told the boy didn't really seem to mind.

Eria giggled and walked closer to the dragon, hand out like she wanted to pet it. The dragon looked up and froze, seeming to consider the hand, before leaning its head closer so the little girl could touch its snout.

"See? He likes you," the boy said as Eria started to rub all over the dragon's head. The dragon really seemed to be getting into it, when the boy said, "Wait, stop. Don't scratch him there," Eria paused, her hand coming away from a spot under the dragon's neck. The dragon looked disappointed, when one of its ears twitched and it turned its head to look at Luna. The boy followed the dragon's gaze and seemed about to say something, but Eria beat him to it.

"Luna! Come look! He woke up and he has a pet dragon! Come look!" the little girl said, as though her sister couldn't already see for herself.

Luna uncertainly started to come forward, stopping at what she judged to be a safe distance from the dragon. "You're . . . You're _friends_? With a _dragon_?" she asked incredulously.

"Yeah, I trained him," the boy answered. He then appeared to remember something and looked around at their surroundings, "Would you mind telling me where exactly this is?"

"You mean you don't know?" Luna asked, her mind still trying to catch up to what was happening.

"Nope, not at all. We sorta crash landed," the boy tried to stand up, using his good arm to get into a sitting position but falling back down the moment he put pressure on his leg.

"Don't stand up," Luna admonished him immediately, "As for where we are, I don't think you'll have heard of it. Rudich isn't exactly on any maps . . ."

"Rudich?" the boy seemed to think for a minute before saying, "Nope, never heard of it."

"Most haven't," Luna agreed. The boy shifted and suddenly clenched his arm closer to his chest with a small hiss of pain. Luna grimaced when she saw the weird bone alignment when he moved the arm, "You need to get back to town. Like, right now,"

"Yeah. Way ahead of you there," the boy said, his voice strained as he tried to mask the pain. He reached up with his good arm and patted the dragon, causing it to draw its head closer. "Toothless, think you could get down so I can get up there?" the dragon obliged, lowering itself to the ground. The boy tried to get into the saddle, but his injured arm and leg stopped him from getting too far. Luna stepped forward to try helping the boy up, and after a few failed attempts, he was up, although the physical exertion seemed to have taken quite a chunk from his energy reserves. Between deep breaths he said, "How would your village react to . . . this?" he gestured at himself and the dragon.

"How say you know how to train dragons?" Luna replied with her own question.

"Well, yeah," the boy said, his tone indicating that he didn't think he was really, really good at it, more like adequate, but Luna thought that if you were able to do something that amazing then there wasn't such a thing as 'only adequate'.

She grinned as she said, "Well, they'll probably welcome you as a gift from the gods if you can get dragons to stop attacking us, especially that kind," she made a gesture at Toothless, "Let's just say there's a bit of a Night Fury problem around here,"

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, so I hope you enjoyed that! I hope none of the OCs were Mary-Sueish at all. If you notice anything Sueish about anything, <em>tell me so I can fix it<em>! I don't want any of that kind of stuff messing up this story!**

**Do review! Questions, comments, criticisms, praises, pizzas and pies are all welcome!**


	3. Chapter 3

**Sorry for the short chapter. This is pretty much just filler, to show you what Astrid's doing while Hiccup's gone. **

* * *

><p>Back in Berk, people noticed something weird going on with Astrid. Now the top warrior in dragon training, they would have expected the girl to be happier, more confident now that she knew Hiccup had just been a fake, less . . . down. She still went to dragon training and was still top of the class, but she didn't brag as much as she used to, and she disappeared into the forest for hours at a time with no explanation of what she was doing.<p>

Ruffnut in particular wanted to know what was going on. The two girls were good friends, but Astrid wasn't hanging out with her as much as they used to. One day, she saw the other girl going off particularly hurriedly and decided to follow. Tuff was sitting around acting stupid and tough with the other guys, so she didn't need to worry about being missed. Astrid was very skilled with stealth, so she was hard to track at first, but as they got deeper the other girl got more lax, giving Ruff room in her brain for idle thoughts now that she didn't have to use all of her concentration for one thing.

Dragon training wasn't as fun as it used to be, since most of the dragons had somehow busted out a few days ago, leaving no trace of where they could have gone. No one knew how they'd done it, as someone would have noticed if it had happened out in broad daylight or during a dragon raid. Recently the attacks had gotten worse, with the flying beasts seeming to be more numerous, but oddly enough that didn't seem to be the cause of the recent prison break from the dragon arena. The structure hadn't been damaged, and most of the doors had remained intact. In fact, if one were to guess without taking into account that no one on Berk was crazy enough to do this, one might think that a person had snuck down there, let all the dragons out, and somehow avoided getting blasted or skewered or bitten in half by any of them. The only dragons left for them to train against were the Monstrous Nightmare, which hadn't gotten out, and a Terrible Terror that someone had managed to catch.

Ruffnut was distracted from her thoughts when she noticed that Astrid was no longer in her line of sight. That was odd because the girl had been right there, maybe ten feet away, crouching down next to a rock. There hadn't been anywhere for her to disappear to, unless . . .

As Ruff got closer, she saw that the rock was set slightly in front of a small tunnelish thing leading downward, into what appeared to be a small cove. Ruff crept slowly down, wondering what Astrid was doing there. She came to a point where the sky could be seen through a break in the rocks above, and a shield was wedged between tow boulders, almost completely blocking her from getting further. Going under the shield, Ruffnut saw that it was, indeed, a cove that she had come out into.

What she hadn't expected to see was Astrid walking confidently up to a Deadly Nadder on the other side of the pond. She watched, speechless, as the other girl reached up and stroked the dragon's nose spike before pulling a chicken leg out of her bag and tossing it into the air for the dragon to catch in its jaws. Astrid then walked around to the side of it and in one swift movement jumped onto its back.

The Nadder didn't seem to want her to do that, however, and Astrid got back down, saying something to the dragon while she pet the side of its face. The dragon liked that, but then it caught sight of Ruffnut and gave a squawk before flying across the water and charging her.

"Stormfly, stop!" Astrid commanded, and the dragon paused to look back at its human friend.

Astrid sprinted around the edge of the cove to come up to her shellshocked friend. The dragon circled around to stand behind its human, curious as to what this other one was doing there.

"You- you- you have a dragon?" Ruffnut said, the implications of this still sinking into her mind. "Just like Hiccup did?"

"Yeah," Astrid said, as if this were the most common thing in the world, "This is Stormfly."

"But . . . how?" the twin was still nearly speechless. Hiccup the Useless, disgrace of Berk, doing something as stupid, crazy, and forbidden as befriending a dragon was easier to believe than Astrid Hofferson, top of the class and most popular girl in the village, doing the same thing.

"Hiccup showed me. Listen, you can't tell anyone about this, alright?" Astrid was suddenly serious.

"But- I- How am I supposed to keep _this_ a secret?" Ruff said, gesturing at the dragon and Astrid with both arms.

"Same way I did?" Astrid seemed to think of something, "I know! If you keep this a secret, I'll help you train your own,"

"My own dragon?" Ruffnut seemed much more interested now, and Astrid smiled as she started to explain what she knew so far from what Hiccup had told her about how to train dragons.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you enjoyed that! If you want more little updates on the situation back in Berk or want me to just stick to Hiccup and Rudich, tell me in a review! <strong>


	4. Chapter 4

Luna left her sister, the injured boy -whose name she now knew was Hiccup, of all things- and the dragon at the edge of the woods where the villagers wouldn't be able to see them. She wanted to brace everyone for the shock before waltzing right in with a _tamed_ dragon and the guy who trained it. As she navigated the familiar streets, she wondered at the fact that she couldn't see anyone out and about. Then she remembered the gathering that the elders had called for that day and redirected her route in the direction of the largest building in town, the gathering hall.

One of the elders was in the middle of saying something when she burst in, letting the cold air through the doorway as well. Everyone took note of the excited look in her eyes and her heavy breathing, as though she'd run all the way there.

One of the elders, and older man called Rion, cleared his throat and said, "Is there something you wish to announce, child?"

Luna, having mostly caught her breath, nodded vigorously and said, "Me and Eria found this boy out in the woods, and, well, we think he's the solution to our Night Fury problem." she said, talking faster than usual.

"How so?" asked the other elder, an older-middle aged lady called Briar asked.

"He -oh, you're never gonna believe this- he has this Night Fury, and he's _trained_ it! He rides on its back and it's friendly and everything!" Luna was practically bursting at the seams.

Around the small crowd came whispers and comments of a surprised nature, some leaning toward suspicious but most leaning toward relief. 'He _rides_ a dragon?' 'A boy, friends with a Night Fury?' 'The gods have answered our prayers!' 'I can't believe it,' 'Where is this boy?' 'Yeah, why isn't he with Luna?' 'Where's the dragon trainer?'

"Enough, enough. Settle down, Rudich," Briar said, holding her hands out in a gesture for quiet.

"They ask a good question," Rion said, "Where _is_ this dragon trainer you've found?"

Luna pointed behind her with her thumb, "I left him and Eria out at the edge of the village, close to Briar's healing house. He was injured when he crash landed here,"

Briar clapped her hands twice, "Kylinn, Moro, come with me. We need to get there and tend to this boy's wounds. Everyone else, please don't follow us. I know you're all excited, but crowding is never good for anyone." there was a collective moan of disappointment, but no one except the two assistant medics made to follow the almost elderly woman.

Luna wasn't quite sure what to do, as Briar hadn't invited her to follow but she wanted to go, so she could check up on her sister and make sure nothing else had happened in her absence. She looked questioningly up at Rion to see if he was going to tell her if she could follow or not, but instead he motioned for her to come forward, "Come, child. Tell us all exactly how you found this dragon boy,"

* * *

><p>Hiccup had passed out sometime between when they started heading for Rudich and when they actually reached the town limits. This was how Briar and her assistants found him, slumped forward in the dragon's saddle with little Eria rubbing the dragon's forehead. The Night Fury looked suspicious at first when the three approached, but he sensed that they meant no harm so he let them gently take his human brother off of his back and carry him into one of those weird structures that humans lived inside of. This particular building smelled of herbs and soup, and Toothless tried to follow the humans inside to see what they were doing with Hiccup. The old human, however, wagged her finger at him in a gesture that he knew meant, 'No, don't do that, you naughty dragon.'<p>

He hung his head and slunk away, back to the tiny human that liked to rub his head right where he liked it. The little human giggled when he nosed her and tried to clamber up on top of his head, but kept sliding off because of his smooth scales. Toothless nudged her and jumped out of reach, initiating a game of tag. Somehow, the outcome of this was the little human attaching herself to the end of his tail, refusing to let go no matter how hard he shook it.

In the end, he brought his tail around so that the girl was upside down in front of his eyes, and gave her his crooked, toothless smile before holding her torso down with one paw and pulling his tail out of her grasp. He felt triumphant until he looked down and saw that she had now wrapped herself around his leg, which would be much harder to solve than getting her off his tail. He gave a little sound of dismay before proceeding to try pushing her off with his nose. The little human just laughed and held on tighter.

Toothless decided to try a new tactic, and fell over onto his side, playing dead. At first the girl laughed and bounced up and down on his limp and wobbly leg, but then she started to get concerned. She let go and ran around to the front of his head, poking his nose and worriedly telling him to wake up. Toothless cracked an eye open and waited for her to notice his amused look before getting up and pouncing, holding her down while he licked her face repeatedly, causing her to laugh and squirm, trying to get his foot off of her chest and hold off his slobbery assault at the same time.

One of the healers, a tall, willowy blonde girl called Kylinn, heard their racket and looked out the window to investigate. Seeing the dragon jumping around with the little girl brought a smile to her lips. Maybe this boy really could solve their Night Fury problem, if the way _that_ one acted was anything to go by.

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke up to the scent of chicken soup and healing herbs. He didn't want to open his eyes, but someone was gently shaking his good arm and he couldn't cling to unconsciousness much longer. He tried to sit up, but whoever had been shaking his shoulder pushed him back down.<p>

"Wake up, dragon boy," said a kind female voice, "I need you to drink something."

Hiccup opened his eyes and rubbed them with his hands before looking at his surroundings. He appeared to be in some sort of medical house, if you considered the fact that there were six beds lined up on one side and shelves full of what looked like various medicines along the walls. One on end of the building was a door with a staircase next to it, and on the other end was a nice fireplace, which currently held a fire. Hiccup was in a bed toward the end closer to the fireplace, and a young woman was sitting in a chair next to him, holding a cup of something that smelled heavenly in one hand and another, much smaller cup in the other. Her face was shaped for smiling, her strawberry blonde hair was held at bay by a wide green headband, and her ocean blue eyes sparkled.

The lady smiled when she saw him open his eyes and held out the smaller cup, "I need you to drink this. It'll help relieve the pain in your arm,"

Hiccup went to take the cup but found that he couldn't move his arm. He looked and saw that it had been put into a neat splint and tied to his chest to prevent movement. He scooted back so that he was in more of a sitting position with his back up against the headboard, and took the little cup using his left hand instead. He eyed the murky greenish brownish liquid inside suspiciously, "What's in this?"

"Healthy things. If I told you, you'd likely throw up," the lady said.

"Yeah, not helping," Hiccup steeled himself, paused, then downed the contents in one gulp. "That was disgusting," he said, making retching noises.

"Now this," the lady held out the larger mug that smelled delicious, a bit like chicken stew but with more spices than he was used to. The boy gladly accepted that one. While he was sipping it -the broth was too hot to chug down like his stomach wanted him to- the young lady spoke, "Now, Hiccup, isn't it? Well, Hiccup, Luna, the girl who brought you here, tells me that you have an amazing ability. You can tame dragons,"

Hiccup suddenly felt more wary. The last time he let on about how he'd found out dragons were tameable, it ended with him being publicly disowned and practically banished from his home. However, she seemed to find his talent to be more of a good thing than a disgraceful one, so he nodded carefully.

"Our village needs your help," the girl had a gravely serious tone and expression as she spoke, "I saw the way that Night Fury acted around you and little Eria. I know that he wouldn't attack us. If you could get even just a few of the dragons that plague us to be like him, many of our problems would be resolved."

Hiccup was surprised, to say the least. Not only did this person not think he was a disgrace for training a dragon, she thought it was a good thing, something that could help people. Just like he did.

She continued, "Now, I know you might not want to help us, but-"

Hiccup cut her off, "What? Why would you think- Of course I'll try to help you,"

"Really?" the girl seemed to realize how unnecessary the question was and said, "Well, I'll have to go tell the leaders, then," she stood up and turned to leave. Just as she reached the door, she paused as if to turn and add one more thing, but seemed to rethink it and just continued on through the doorway. A few moments after she'd gone, Hiccup tried to get up, but his head started pounding so he reluctantly laid back down, expecting not to be able to go back to sleep. Despite his doubts, it was surprisingly easy for him to fall back into unconsciousness once he closed his eyes.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you people enjoyed that! Now, tell me if there's anything that you perceive as Mary-Sued or unrealistic about any of the OCs or situations, please!<strong>

**Review review review review REVIEW! I'll be your best friend forever! **

**Oh, and also, Hiccup's side of this story is going to be rather OC heavy, so I can probably take some OCs that you people want to let me use. Even if it's just a name or appearance, I'd love to have anything you can come up with! (review are a great way to give me OCs, by the way *wink, wink*) **


	5. Chapter 5

**Thank you all for your wonderful OCs! And you, Guest person who left two reviews, I'll use some of your suggested plot points as well. I'll definitely be using all of the provided characters and I hope I write them how you imagined them! Anywhos, enough of my rambling, you want the next installation of the story! And here it is: **

* * *

><p>Astrid and Stormfly, as she had named the Deadly Nadder she was training, had relocated from Hiccup's cove to one of the small islands off the coast of Berk. Sure, the cove was sheltered, far enough away that it was hard to stumble across, yet close enough that it didn't take days to get there, but it was still too close for her liking. After all, she had found it when it had been Hiccup's hiding place for Toothless, who's to say no one else would discover it while she and Stormfly were there?<p>

Ruffnut had taken to coming along whenever Astrid went to visit Stormfly, and they were both given great appreciation for how Hiccup must have felt when he was hiding Toothless. They could only fly in areas where they were absolutely sure no one from the village could spot them, and they had to carefully avoid mentioning anything about Stormfly. Ruffnut found it difficult not to spill to her brother just how awesome it was to ride Stormfly with Astrid, especially when the other girl gave the command and the Nadder blew stuff up with its fire. Such sweet destruction . . . She wished she could get her own dragon.

Of course they had tried to get Ruff a dragon buddy, but neither of the girls had that gift with wild dragons that Hiccup did. Astrid could get rid of her weapons, use dragon nip, give it fish, scratch it in its sweet spots and everything, but any wild dragon just wouldn't respond to her as well as it would to Hiccup, were he there. Ruffnut was still rather nervous around wild dragons, so she didn't even try.

At the small islet that Astrid used for training Stormfly, the two girls were hanging out around a fire that the Nadder had graciously provided them. Astrid was petting her dragon's head, and Ruffnut was cooking a fish over the fire.

"Hey, Astrid?" the female twin suddenly asked.

"Yeah?"

"Do you know if . . . Hiccup's going to come back?"

"He will," Astrid said with surety, "I mean, he'd better," the second statement didn't sound quite so confident.

"Well, everybody else has gotten so used to him being gone, I think his dad's even having the ceremony to make Snotlout the new heir soon."

"WHAT?! Snotlout?" Astrid said, and her dragon imitated her in agreement -in Dragonese, of course- although it couldn't have known what Astrid was mad about.

"Yeah, what's so bad about that?" Ruffnut looked a bit confused. As far as she knew, Snotlout would make a great heir. He would let her and her brother go yak tipping whenever they wanted and he could stop Stoick from getting them in trouble all the time.

"He can't! You can only get a new heir to a tribe if the first heir is either dead or banished," the other girl explained, "And Hiccup is most certainly not dead or banished,"

"Yeah he is," Ruffnut said, and when Astrid raised a 'Oh, really, and how is that?' eyebrow at her, she said, "His dad disowned him in front of the whole village,"

"Yeah, but technically Hiccup is still a member of the tribe, since there was never a formal banishment ceremony, and there was never a formal heir denouncing ceremony, either. Just because he's disowned doesn't mean he's not the heir anymore." It was true, in fact. Viking laws didn't say that if an heir was disowned that he was no longer next in line to be chief. They did say that if an heir is formally banished or formally stripped of their rights to leadership, _then _they can't rightfully take over the tribe when the former chief can't go on, but Hiccup had left before any of those ceremonies could be held, so technically he was still supposed to be the next chief.

Astrid really didn't want Snotlout to be the heir, because then he would get bridal choosing rights that she couldn't argue with, plus, she wanted Hiccup to have the technicalities on his side when he returned. _If_ he returned. What if he had found a place where he fit in, where they were nice to him, and didn't want to come back? He would at least come back for _her_, right? He promised.

" . . . and I think Tuffnut's about to figure it out," Ruffnut finished saying as Astrid realised she had zoned out and missed the first part of her friend's statement.

"What's he about to figure out? Sorry, I wasn't listening," Astrid said, making Ruff look exasperated.

"Really? And you people call me and Tuff easily distracted. I said, Tuff's getting suspicious and I think he's going to figure out about us and Stormfly pretty soon," Ruff said with a gesture at the Nadder that had curled itself affectionately around Astrid.

Astrid's plan had, this whole time, been to slowly reveal her secret to the other teens, getting them one by one to accept Hiccup's whole dragon training thing so that when he came back there would be at least five other dragon riders for him to see. She had, after all, promised him that she would try to get others to listen like he had for her. Maybe it was time to reveal it to Tuffnut? That wasn't the order Astrid had imagined it would go in, but if he was already close to figuring it out on his own then she couldn't deny it.

"We can always . . . show him," Astrid suggested.

"You mean it?" Ruffnut said, "Does this mean we can _both_ get our own dragon? Awesome! I can already see the destruction . . ."

"You know, on second thought . . ."

* * *

><p>"Hey, Tuffnut," whispered Ruffnut, jabbing him in the arm to wake him up. It was the middle of the night and they had an appointment with Astrid. Tuff didn't know about it, of course, but Ruffnut had to get him up and out without waking anyone else.<p>

"Huh? Wha?" Tuffnut mumbled as he shifted around, almost awake.

"Tuff! Wake up!" Ruffnut whisper-shouted.

Tuffnut sat straight up with a cry, only to have his twin's hand clamped over his mouth to stifle it. Ruff held a finger to her lips  
>to signify for him to be quiet, and removed her hand when he nodded to show understanding. "What's happening?" he asked, looking around, "Is there a dragon raid?"<p>

"No, you idiot, if there were we'd be hearing mayhem right now," Ruff said with an eyeroll.

"Then why are you waking me up?"

"I've got something to show you. It's really awesome. Come on, we've gotta be sneaky," she led her curious brother silently outside and down close to the docks.

"Okay, what is it?" Tuffnut asked, looking around.

"It'll be here, we just have to wait a little bit," Ruff said, looking at the skies.

"I don't like waiting, let's go destroy some stuff instead," Tuff said, already bored after just thirty seconds of waiting.

"No, wait!" Ruffnut grabbed his shoulder to stop him from leaving, "She's here," she pointed up into the clouds, where the silhouette of a dragon was descending towards them. Tuffnut started to look panicky, but Ruffnut got him to stay and wait for the dragon to land.

"You got him?" asked a familiar voice from atop the dragon as it came in close and landed.

"Wait, _Astrid_? You're on a dragon," Tuffnut said as though he was the only one who'd noticed.

"Yep, we noticed," Astrid said as she dismounted.

"But that's what Hiccup did," Tuff still looked very confused.

"Yes, it is what Hiccup did, and it's what I'm doing, too," Astrid said, patting Stormfly's nose spike proudly.

"Yeah, and me too," Ruff said.

"Well why are you showing me?" Didn't they realize that he might tell on them? Of course he wouldn't, but still, were they really that dumb?

They all heard a noise from one of the nearby houses. It could have been anything, some guy falling out of bed to keep sleeping on the floor, a bird or something landing on someone's roof, but it was enough to make Astrid tense up.

"We can't talk here," she said as she jumped onto her dragon's back, "Get on," Ruffnut obliged, but Tuffnut looked at them both like they were crazy.

"I'm not getting on that thing!" he protested as Stormfly walked right up to him and his twin pulled him up by the arm.

Stormfly took off immediately after all three teens were up, heading for Astrid's private little training island. Tuffnut clung to Ruffnut for almost the whole ride, but had to admit that it was rather exciting to ride on the back of a dragon. For the last maybe ten seconds, he actually loosened his grip to turn and look behind at how far away from Berk they were. _Whoa_, he thought, _Dragons are so much faster than boats . . . And they look way cooler, too . . . And they can breathe fire . . . I wonder how much trouble I could get into with one of these . . ._

When they landed, however, the thrill ended and he couldn't get off fast enough, resulting in a faceplant on the sand. Ruffnut pointed and laughed, but Astrid shut her up with a 'now's not the time' sort of look. "Tuffnut, get up, this is important," Astrid said.

As he got up, Tuff rubbed his head and asked, "So why did we have to come all the way out here again?"

Astrid sighed in exasperation, "Because I need to tell you some things that I can't go blabbing out in front of the entire village,"

"Oooh, like what, your supreme attraction to Snotlout?" Tuffnut said, then found himself clutching his bleeding nose moments later when Astrid punched him.

"No, like a promise I made to Hiccup that I need to keep!"

* * *

><p><strong>((And now, as an extra little story hook, I shall give to you this little short that I forgot to include last chapter. (There didn't seem to be any really good place for it) Just to give you an idea of what the dragons think of the arrival of our lovely dragonrider duo.))**

After Eria was sent home for dinner and Toothless no longer had anyone to play with, he took up a position outside the healers' building to wait for his Hiccup to come out. A female went in once, but when she came out a few minutes later she didn't have the dragon's rider. She had walked up to him carefully and patted his nose a few times before going off with some other humans around her age.

Toothless made the equivalent of a sigh as he lowered his head onto his front paws, eyes intent on the door that he was certain his Hiccup would come out of soon. The already setting sun sank lower behind the horizon, and the dragon picked up a faint noise coming from further inland. It sounded . . . familiar, but it wasn't something he remembered all that clearly. It had been so long since he'd met one of his own kind . . .

On the other side of the island, a pure black dragon caught a scent. It was familiar to her, but she couldn't quite place it's origin . . . Wait . . . Her large eyes got wide and her pupils went into slits. It couldn't be . . . She let out a roar that alerted the other members of her nesting community- _That_ one had returned! They would have to go out and find him, but first they had to make the right preparations . . .

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you all enjoyed that, and whether you did or didn't, please leave a review! Just so you know, the last part of the bit with Astrid and the twins was not supposed to be a cliffie. I don't do those unless I have something very big and dramatic planned for the next chapter, or unless it's a perfect situation for one and I can't resist. <strong>

**REVIEW REVIEW REVIEW!**


	6. Chapter 6

Luna was out early in the morning to check on Hiccup's dragon. It had somehow gotten into her head that it was her responsibility, since she was the one who'd brought it and the boy to the village. Eria had helped, of course, but she was too little to be responsible for anything much. The Night Fury was still waiting outside the healers' building, eyes trained on the door, when Luna found it.

"Hey . . . dragon . . ." she greeted it uncertainly, pulling out a bag that had a few fish in it in case the dragon was hungry.

Toothless turned and looked at her, then eyed the bag expectantly. Whenever Hiccup had fish with him, it meant that Toothless got some. The smaller female human might not have the fish for him, however. They might be for her, so he waited for her to make a move that showed either way.

Luna cleared her throat, "Hmm. Well. Uh, I brought these for you," she opened the bag up and pulled a fish out, unsure how to feed it to the dragon. She didn't want it to eat directly out of her hands for fear of losing a finger or two, so she decided on tossing it. The dragon caught it perfectly in midair, then turned its gaze to her, asking for more.

Luna blinked, "Nice catch," she complimented automatically, without thinking that she was saying it to a member of another species that likely couldn't understand her. She tossed another fish into the air, higher this time and a little off to the side, and Toothless caught that one perfectly, too. The next one was thrown farther and again, was caught perfectly. Luna wondered if the dragon's aim was ever off dead center, and decided to test it. There were five smaller fish left in her bag, and she tossed them rapid-fire in every different direction. The dragon didn't miss one.

"You're good," Luna said. She noticed the dragon turn its attention away from her and back to the healers' building. "You really want to see him, huh?" the girl asked sympathetically, "I don't think you'd fit through the door, but if it's any help, I think Briar should let him out soon. Maybe the day after tomorrow, or the day after that,"

Toothless made an impatient noise akin to a whine, but settled back into his previous waiting position. Luna looked around, not really sure if she should stay and keep talking to the dragon or leave and do something else.

"Hey, Luna!" came a female voice from behind the girl.

Luna turned to see two people approaching. One was skinny, male, had short brown hair, and wore a red shirt and a brown vest. The other was shorter, had long red hair tied at the back of her head, and wore clothes that looked good on her hourglass figure. The girl was the one who had spoken. Her name was Julia, and despite the four year age difference, she and Luna considered eachother friends. The boy was the girl's brother Jules, who Luna didn't know to talk much. A little ways behind them was a group of maybe four or five others who looked to be waiting for the two to do something and return.

As the pair got within a polite talking distance, yet still a cautious distance from the dragon, Julia smiled and said, "So, is talking to reptiles a new hobby of yours?"

"Apparently," Luna said, "And playing 'Toss the Fish' with dragons,"

"Hahah, yeah," Julia glanced at the dragon, apparently still a bit nervous about it, before continuing, "Well, me and Jules wanted to tell you that we're all going sledding if you want to come,"

"Who's going?" Luna asked.

"Oh, just us, Ellis, Rasha, Folk, and Verm. They found this really good spot that'll most likely melt in a few days so we want to get some fun out of it before then,"

"Maybe I'll go tomorrow," Luna said, with a glance back at Toothless, "I don't want the dragon to be lonely while he waits,"

"Are you sure that's safe?" Julia asked, "I mean, it might only act tame when that boy is there,"

"I think it's safe," Luna turned her attention to the dragon and continued, "Besides, it's not like he'll be doing anything except staring at the door waiting for Hiccup to come out,"

"Suit yourself," Julia said. As she and her brother walked away, she could be heard commenting, "Hiccup, what a weird name . . ."

* * *

><p>Despite her intentions of waiting with Toothless to keep him company, Luna quickly became bored. <em>Very <em>bored._ Insanely_ bored. So bored that describing exactly what sort of bored she was might actually be something that she was doing to try keeping the boredom at bay. She wasn't comfortable enough around the dragon to go up closer to him and attempt some sort of interaction, but she wasn't really sure what else to be doing. She sort of hoped that one of the villagers passing by would require her help with something, but everyone else seemed nervous about approaching the dragon as well.

"Hey Luna hey Luna hey Luna hey Luna hey Luna hey Luna hey Luna!" came a high pitched voice from the girl's immediate left.

Only one person could make Luna's own name sound so annoying. With an inward groan, she turned to see none other than her little sister, Eria, standing there with a big grin on her face. "What is it?" Luna asked warily.

"Will you come and play with me? Lucy's helping her daddy fish, so she can't right now,"

"What about Luke and Taylor?" Luna asked, listing the first two kids she could think of who were Eria's age. She knew there were a few more, but her little sister seemed to mainly hang around with a few kids called Lucy, Luke, and Taylor. Lucy and Luke were twins and Taylor was their cousin.

"Eeeeeeew, they're _boys_. Why would I want to play with them?" Eria said, a bit of a whine making its way into her voice.

"I don't know, maybe so I don't want to wring your neck for annoying me all the time?" Luna said, crossing her arms.

"Why would you do that?" Eria blinked in her sort of cutely oblivious way.

"Because I'm annoyed at you," Luna said, then a moment later got a brilliant idea. "Hey, I know of a big, really important job that you could do,"

Eria gasped, her eyes widening. She never got important jobs, even though she was clearly big enough, since she was at the impressive height of just over her sister's elbow. "Is it hard?"

"Oh, yeah, _really_ hard. And we only let the best, most responsible, big girls do it," Luna said. She knew how to make her little sister do anything. Just tell her it was hard, required responsibility, and act sort of reluctant to 'let' her do it, and she'd go wild wanting to do it. Luna put on an unsure face, "Actually, now that I think about it, I don't think you're quite responsible enough. I know _I_ can barely handle it, and I'm older than you,"

"I can do it, Luna, I'm a big girl! Remember how I turned six last month?" Eria said.

"Hmm . . ." Luna pretended to think hard about it, ignoring her sister's please-please-please-please-please-please-please-please-pleeeeeaaaaaase-ing "Well, I guess if you really, _really_ want to prove it . . ."

"Yes, yes, yes! What is it?" Eria said, happy that her sister thought she was big enough for a tough job.

"Well, I need you to watch the dragon so it doesn't wander off or do anything that would get it in trouble. And you can't take your eyes off of it for one minute, or else it'll fly off and . . . do . . . something that you'd get in trouble for,"

"Like what?" Eria seemed to be getting slightly suspicious of her sister's motives.

"It doesn't matter, because you can handle the job, can't you? Big girls don't need to know what happens if they aren't responsible enough, because big girls are always responsible enough," Luna said.

"Okay," Eria said, convinced now, "I can do it! Now go away, I don't need anyone watching to make sure I do it right,"

"You sure about that? All right, then," Luna said. As she walked off, she wondered if Julia and all them were still sledding, and figured that the best way to find out was to go herself.

* * *

><p>The next day, Hiccup still hadn't woken up long enough to come out. The same went for the day after. The boy just couldn't seem to stay awake for more than five, ten minutes tops, and most of that time was spent with the healers checking his injuries and giving him medicine. He had tried to get up and go outside a total of seven times, once each time he awoke, but hadn't managed to stand up what with his damaged ankle.<p>

Toothless was getting restless. Not only was he unable to see his human, but no other dragons had made any appearances in the whole time he'd been there. That distant roar of a fellow Night Fury that he had heard his first night seemed to be the only sort of contact he would receive with the other winged reptiles. It was almost like he had somehow caused them all to disappear.

The townspeople noticed the absence of dragons as well. They would glance nervously at the sky every now and then, unwilling to believe that they weren't going to get any trouble from the fire breathers. In fact, people seemed more wary with the dragons gone than they did with the dragons attacking them. Some thought it was because of Hiccup having some sort of powerful aura around him that kept off hostile dragons, and others thought it was because the local dragons were still trying to figure out what to make of Toothless and the fact that he had a rider. As a matter of fact, it wasn't either.

* * *

><p>Far off on a different part of the island, a Night Fury watched and listened to the surrounding land and skies. It was the same one that had first caught the scent of Toothless, and she was trying to figure something out about the scent. It <em>was<em> his, she knew that, but there was another that was closely intermingled with it. The scent of something far younger, something that was kept close and protected, something that had been given fish from _that_ one's throat. The only times a dragon regurgitated its fish were if the fish was bad or for its hatchlings to eat . . .

The Night Fury's eyes widened. Not only had _that_ one returned, but he had brought with him a hatchling. She quickly spread this news to the others in the nesting community. _That_ one and its hatchling were in for one heck of a welcome . . .

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you all enjoyed that! Do tell how you likedislike the chapter in a review! I love reviews! **

**Speaking of reviews, I know I didn't reply to all the awesome ones I got for the last chapter, and I apologize for that, but I can give you your cookies at least! (::) (::) (::) (::) (:::) (::) (::) (:) (:::) (::) (::) (::) (::) (::) (::) (::) (::::) (::) (::) (::) (::) (:::) (::) (::)**


	7. Chapter 7

Stoick the Vast, Chief of Berk, was not having very pleasant nights. He was plagued constantly by nightmares that he couldn't remember after awaking, but had the feeling that they all had something in common- Hiccup. Every one of his dreams featured his banished son, and judging by the way he woke up every morning either sweating, on the floor, shouting, or a combination of those, and the uneasy or even frightened feelings they left him with, they were not pleasant ones, to say the least.

He happened to be in the middle of one of these dreams now.

_"Hiccup, no! Don't do it!" Stoick's dream self shouted. He was watching an older version of his son who was muscular, fierce, and dressed in armor made primarily of dark red dragon's scales. It was unclear if this color was due to the original hue of the dragon they came from, or if it had a more morbid cause. The boy was standing over a wounded soldier upon a battlefield strewn with many others, and was about to deliver the killing blow to the whimpering man with his cruel, bloodstained longsword. His expression was one of glee, and the chief's dream self knew that his son had killed most, if not all, of the other enemy soldiers on the field. _

_ Hiccup paused for a moment at his father's words before bringing his sword down into the man's chest and twisting it, yanking it back out harshly from a different angle. Stoick cringed at the sickening sounds it made. He had been in battle before, yes, but he had never attacked an already downed man, and certainly hadn't ended another's life in such a horrid manner. _

_ As he wiped the blade clean on the leg of his pants, Hiccup turned on his father, "Why would I? _You're_ the one who wanted me like this," he gestured to himself, mixed emotions of pride, disgust, hate, and anger evident on his face, "_You're_ the one who wanted me to become a killer," Hiccup's last two words were filled with venom, "_Like you_," _

_ "No, no! I never wanted this! Look at yourself, you're not Hiccup!" by now, Stoick was partially aware that he was dreaming, but the scene before him was too horrifying for the knowledge to solidify. _

_ A cruel grin came to Hiccup's features as he let out a dark chuckle, "Is that how you feel? You go through _all that you did_ to make me your perfect little warrior of a son, then tell me that I'm _still not good enough_ for you?" his tone became furious, "_I killed the dragon_! But that wasn't enough for you, was it? Oh, no. You had me hunt down my own dragon and then you killed him in front of me before I could get in a word of protest! But that passed by. You put me through training and sculpted the most glorious fighter in the Archipelago! And here we stand on the field of victory, with you telling me you _want_ me to revert to the puny," he took a step toward his father, "Emotional," he took another step, a dangerous gleam appearing in his eyes, "Pathetic," he came even closer and Stoick found himself unable to back away, "Cowardly_ child_ that I used to be?" he took the final step forward and stood over his father with his sword in hand. The two locked eyes for a moment before Hiccup smiled in a way that resembled a Monstrous Nightmare just before taking a shot at someone's head, "I don't think so," he said as he brought the sword down. _

_ Stoick found himself suddenly in a completely different situation. He was on a black sand beach with dark trees on his left and gray ocean on his right. The ground was shaking and he knew that the island was sinking into the sea by the way the waves crept farther and father up the shore without retreating to their normal position. Farther back in the dark forest on his left, he saw smoke rising and knew that there was a huge forest fire creeping its way towards him. _

_ Before him stood Hiccup, an older version but not nearly as warlike as the previous dream had had it. This Hiccup had longer hair that stuck out more, wore black and green, and wore a short sword on his belt. He was looking at his father with pleading eyes and saying, "Please, Dad, you have to come with us. It's not safe here anymore. Everyone else has accepted it, why haven't you?" _

_ "Accepted what? What are you talking about?" Stoick was confused, but relieved that this Hiccup at least wasn't trying to kill him. _

_ "How can you _forget_- You know what, nevermind. If you're so small minded and stubborn, why do we even try?" this was certainly a change. While Hiccup's demeanor had previously been one of pleading and attempted persuasiveness, now it was resigned and resentful. _

_ "What? What are you trying?" Stoick asked, "What have I not accepted?" _

_ Hiccup shook his head sadly, "I was afraid you'd be like this. You know that if you don't accept it now you'll be left behind. They can't all live here anymore, it's not safe. But if you insist on staying, they say I'll be fine as chief, wherever we end up." He turned and walked until he was about ten feet away before raising his fingers to his mouth and letting out a piercing whistle. An instant later came the sound of large leathery wings and a black dragon with black riding gear came from over the trees to land behind Hiccup. The boy quickly mounted and gave one last, sad glance back at Stoick before lifting off. _

_ As the chief looked up, he saw the clouds part to reveal hundreds of dragons hovering in the air above them, all with riders. Stoick felt a pang as he saw that the people on the dragons were the villagers, every last one, and they were all giving him the same sort of sad look as Hiccup had given him just moments before. One of the women on a dragon called out to Hiccup as he ascended toward the flock, "How did it go?" _

_ He heard Hiccup's reply, "My father will not join us. We have to abandon him," _

_ "No! _Hiccup!_" Stoick shouted after them as the dragons and riders all turned and flew away simultaneously, leaving the chief on a sinking, burning island. _

_ The next dream was short, but no less terrible. Hiccup, riding his Night Fury with an army of other Night Furies behind him. Stoick was trapped in an arena similar to the dragon-training one, and his son with the army of dragons were all clustered outside, watching him. _

_ Hiccup looked around at all the darkly colored reptiles and they looked back at him, awaiting his orders. The boy nodded at the arena and said, "Go." _

_ The effect was instantaneous. A ripple of movement went through the Night Furies as they swarmed the entrance to the arena, Hiccup atop his own not being jostled or moved in the slightest by the flood of dragons. There was a tense moment as the gate was opened, but in almost no time Stoick was rushed at by angry black dragons. He tried calling out to Hiccup to stop his madness, but was cut off as he was shoved to the ground by a wing swipe and whipped in the face by a tail. He was lost in a swirling vortex of pain, movement, fire, and the occasional glimpse of his son's cold gaze._

_There was hardly a pause before the chief's mind supplied him with another scene. He and . . . and Valhallarama, Hiccup's mother and the love of his life, were standing in a room somewhere. There were four chairs by the wall, an empty fireplace, and a long box in the corner farthest from them. Well, it was either a box or an upside down bed, based on the length and width of it. He didn't really know where, as it was all made of wood and could have been any room in the village, but what he did know was that Val was angry at him._

_ "How could you have done this?" she said, and her voice didn't show much anger, mainly sadness and grief, "How could you?" _

_ He was unsure of why he was apologizing but did not want his wife to feel how she was for any longer, "Val, I'm sorry. I'll try to fix-" _

_ Fire appeared in her beautiful eyes as she cut him off, "Sorry will never cut it! Just look at what you caused and then try to tell me that you can fix anything!" she gestured to the long box in the corner, which suddenly seemed much more ominous than it had a minute before. _

_ Stoick slowly approached the long wooden container, seeing that the top of it was open but covered by a black sheet. He dreaded what he would see as he pulled back the covering. The first thing he recognized was Hiccup, lying down inside with his eyes closed, looking peaceful. The second thing he recognized was exactly what sort of box the boy was in. It was a coffin. _

_In his next tormenting dream, it wasn't a scene in which he himself was present. Instead, he was watching events unfold as what felt like just a pair of floating eyes. He was watching Hiccup and the Night Fury as they stumbled along the rocky shore of an island somewhere, both looking exhausted and weary and apparently searching for food of some sort. _

_ Hiccup suddenly collapsed, and the dragon pounced to his side, clearly worried. "I . . . I'm okay," came Hiccup's weak voice, "I just . . . need to . . . rest for a little bit," and the boy passed out. The dragon looked down at him with pity and curled his tail around him for warmth. _

_ A few minutes went by, with the dragon stealing glances back at Hiccup every so often, and Stoick was wondering if this would turn out to be such a bad dream, after all, when he saw something change in the  
>dragon's eyes. The beast had looked back at Hiccup for a longer moment than its other little checks had taken, and its expression was no longer one of worry but of contemplation. There was something unsettling about the way it stared at the chief's son as if he were some inanimate thing and it was deciding what would be best to do with him. <em>

_ As Hiccup turned in his sleep, the dragon made up its mind. It leaned in closer to the boy, its warm breath tickling his face and making his eyes scrunch up like he was coming back to consciousness, and Stoick could identify what other feeling was in its eyes. Hunger. The chief tried to close his eyes, but he couldn't look away as the dragon opened its mouth for the first bite. Thankfully, that seemed to be enough to shock him awake, as everything was slowing down and fading while he drifted away from the sight of his son being eaten by the dragon._

Stoick shot straight up in his bed, his covers on the ground and his body covered in sweat. He felt like he had just been witness to the most horrible events a father could ever hope not to see. Thinking about his current streak of restless nights, that was very likely. With a jolt, he realized that he could actually remember parts of his most recent ones. Hiccup on a bloodstained battlefield, a fierce, cruel Viking warrior. Being swarmed and attacked by Night Furies. His son in a coffin.

He shook his head to rid himself of such thoughts. It wasn't a good idea to start a day of chiefing thinking about terrible images involving the son that no one spoke of, and who would likely never return. Besides, it wasn't as if any of the things he'd dreamed about would or could ever really happen . . . right?

Indeed, he thought as he got ready for the day, no one seemed to talk about Hiccup anymore. If someone made an accidental side comment about him, the atmosphere would become slightly tense for a moment before the people talking moved on with their conversation as if it hadn't been said. Whenever someone mentioned a Night Fury, the same thing happened. Since Hiccup had left, it had become apparent that his had been the only of its kind, at least in that area. That, at least, was a blessing. Some would say it was good that two of the island's biggest problems had gone at the same time, for the same reason! It must be some sort of good omen.

Of course, they were unaware of the completely different reactions other villages were going to have when they saw the dragon rider, but who could blame them? The oblivious inhabitants of Berk, unconcerned with the events that were happening right then, thousands of miles south of their little island, were concerning themselves with other issues. Namely: dragons, politics, and gossip, the things they had been worrying about since around the time Berk had been founded.

On the subject of dragons: The arena they used to train dragon fighters had lost all of its original dragons, and every time someone managed to capture a new one alive, it managed to escape very quickly after being locked up. They had even reinforced the doors, but nothing could seem to keep the reptiles caged in for much longer than a week. It was perplexing, as the original ones had been kept there for a few years already, with only the Monstrous Nightmares needing to be switched out when they were killed by the top of the class, and the Terrible Terrors, since they seemed to keep flying through the small holes in the cage-like roof. Those were normal occurrences, however.

This recent streak of breakouts had a lot of suspiciousness to it. When the dragons escaped, the doors were left mostly undamaged, other than the fact that they were usually across the arena from where they should be. Claw and fire marks were absolutely minimal, like the dragons had burst out and then calmed down for some inexplicable reason before exiting in a non-rampaging manner through the gate, which also remained relatively intact.

Which brings us to the politics. Snotlout, the new intended heir to chiefdom, had to complete some sort of task to prove himself worthy of the new title, as dictated by their laws. If the chief had no children, or something happened to their children, someone else who was eligible for the title and could complete the task better than any others -should there be any others who tried- was then considered worthy and the only thing left for them to do was hold the ceremony. Snotlout had originally not wanted to do a 'dumb taskey thing', but then it got into his head that successfully doing something big and difficult would impress Astrid, and, well, we all know where it goes from there.

Incidentally, his challenge was to get to the bottom of the dragons' breakouts, figure out the who's, what's, when's, where's, how's, and why's of them. It was mostly just for show, as no one else was allowed to compete with him, anyways. He just wanted something to inflate his ego even more, as if people couldn't already see it from miles away. If he lost, oh, well, he wouldn't be quite as happy when the ceremony came around. If he won, Stoick would have to publicly congratulate him before naming him heir, and the party would be just a tad larger. Plus, it would definitely make Astrid fall madly in love with him if he completed something so challenging.

Which leads us to the third thing - gossip. People knew that Snotlout was going to become heir either way, and that when the time came for him to pick himself a bride, that it would be Astrid. People also knew, however, that Astrid absolutely despised Snotlout, or at least the idea of marrying him. People were also noticing how she had started spending lots of time with Ruffnut and Tuffnut, and this is what a lot of the gossip stemmed from. Everybody knew that unless it was an heir's or chief's choice, a younger person could only get married if they, the intended fiance, the parents of both of them, and the chief approved of it. Grown ups just had to get the chief. Some said that, in order to avoid marrying Snotlout, Astrid and the twins were coming up with a plot to get their parents to allow her to marry Tuffnut before the next heir could make his move.

Of course, others said that that was just silly, as what girl in her right mind would want to marry either of them? Some of them argued that when the three disappeared, they were secretly building a small ship so that the three could run away and become pirates, which of course was called ridiculous by a lot of the gossipers. Some speculated that they were trying to come up with good ways to make Ruffnut Snotlout's preferred choice, because she wanted the power that came with being in a high up position like the chief's wife. One or two thought that they were building a ship not to become pirates, but to go on a search for the chief's son, but these few never voiced their opinions for fear of the possible responses, or lack of response. A few others had considered for a moment- what if the three of them were trying to train dragons like Hiccup had done? But these thoughts were quickly laughed at by their thinkers, who would then begin to consider the other theories or go back to counting livestock like they were supposed to be doing. One of these someones, however, did not think that the idea was so absurd.

This someone was a very large boy with blonde hair, who was arguably one of the most knowledgeable people on the island. He knew there was something fishy about the way Astrid and the twins disappeared so often for such long periods of time. Sure, Astrid and Ruffnut hung out a lot, but they usually didn't include Ruff's brother, and certainly didn't run off somewhere where no one could find them and then not speak a word of what had happened after getting back.

Yes, Fishlegs Ingerman was suspicious. And he knew just how to find out what they kept sneaking off to do . . .

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you enjoyed that! Sorry it took so long, I started three different versions of this and scrapped them all before I thought, '<em>Hey, some of those reviewers wanted to see more of Stoick, Fishlegs, Snotlout, and the others instead of just Astrid and the twins,<em>' then I got the brilliant idea to start it off with Stoick's nightmares! I loved doing those, although I think some of the writing is iffy. I actually had like five more ideas but they were too gruesome for the rating . . . **

**Also, it only took two days to write this! RECORD! Of course, one of those days was the day I started it, like, two weeks ago and the other day was today, but that still counts! Doesn't it? **

**ANyways, please review! What did I do wrong, what could I have done better, what was I adequate with, and did I accidentally mention anything that only happens/is only possible in the canon-verse? I don't know, you tell me! (In a review!)**


	8. Chapter 8

** And here it is! The next installment of Five Years! See the note at the bottom for some important news, but other than that, all I can say without taking up too much space is sorry for the wait, and I hope I didn't screw the chapter too badly. (Also, the important news will be underlined in case you want to skip the rest of the author's note) **

* * *

><p>Ruffnut, Tuffnut, and Astrid all crouched behind a bush as they looked down at a small group of dragons. There were three Gronckles just below the outcrop they were perched on, and a Zippleback off to the side. Two of the Gronckles were fighting over which one got to eat a particularly large, shiny rock while the other Gronckle napped. The Zippleback appeared to be simply lounging around, amusing itself by watching the two Gronckles' scuffle.<p>

"Do you like any of those?" Astrid whispered to Ruffnut.

"I don't like Gronckles," the other girl whispered back.

"Neither do I," said Tuffnut.

"No one asked you," Ruff said.

"Well who asked you?"

"Astrid,"

"Nuh-uh,"

"Yuh-huh,"

"Nuh-uh,"

"Yuh-huh,"

"Nuh-"

"If you two start that up again, I will chase you down with my dragon and have her impale you on her spikes," Astrid warned the two, who quickly shut up at the threat. "You two have to get your own dragons soon. Stormfly's getting tired out carrying all three of us, you know,"

"Well the only dragons down there are Gronckles," Ruffnut said.

"What about the Zippleback? You could each take a head," it would also keep them on one dragon so they didn't try to kill eachother in midair, and maybe, eventually, get them to work together instead of fight all the time.

"Are you kidding? Who would want to share a dragon with _her_?" Tuffnut said.

"Are you kidding? Who would want to share a dragon with _him_?" Ruffnut said, in sync with her brother.

"Well neither of you like any of the other dragon species," Astrid resisted the urge to shove them both out into the open and let them get eaten by the wild Gronckles.

"That's not true," Tuff said.

Astrid gave him a look, "You think that Gronckles are too slow, Nadders are too spiky, Nightmares are too fiery, Thunderdrums are too weird looking, Scauldrons are too watery, Whispering Deaths are too hard to find, and if I listed every complaint you've ever made about what dragons you don't like, I would be talking for the rest of the week. Neither of you have complained about Zipplebacks, other than the fact that you would need to share. Could you at least give it a try?"

Ruff and Tuff exchanged a glance before saying in sync, "No, thanks,"

Astrid sighed. If those two didn't find something they liked, and soon, she'd have Stormfly drop them into the middle of ocean. She would get them their own dragons eventually. Once Astrid had set her mind on something, it would happen one way or another. All she had to do was make sure the twins wouldn't cause too much destruction in the search for the perfect matches, keep them from killing eachother, keep herself from killing them, and keep all three of them from being killed by wild dragons until she achieved her goal.

. . . This was going to take a while.

* * *

><p>Fishlegs wasn't very good at stealth. No, he definitely was not. He was a pretty heavy boy, which didn't help much, but what helped even less was the fact that he was completely unused to spying or sneaking. Sure, when he was younger he had made those 'silent' trips to the kitchen when his mother 'wasn't looking', but even then he only got away with it because those cookies had been set out for him in the first place.<p>

So the first few times he tried to sneak out to see where Astrid and the twins were going, he was doing more hiding than spying and let his eyes off of the three for too long, allowing them to slip away into the night. His most recent attempt went just a little bit better, although not quite as well as he had hoped. He had found a hiding place that he could actually fit in without squeezing too hard among the rocks that the three usually walked past on their way to . . . wherever they went. At first, he had been fussing over the clumps of grass he had covered the exposed bits of him with, making sure that they weren't revealing any of him, but then he had heard three pairs of feet coming towards him.

"So what're we going to . . . this time?" that was Ruffnut's voice. He didn't catch some of it, on account of wind, nature sounds, and his own breathing, but he heard enough to know that they apparently did different things each time they disappeared.

"I'm going to try to get you guys to . . . your own . . . getting tired carrying all three of us . . ." that was Astrid, and he could hear even less of what she said because the wind had decided to pick up.

"Well, mine had better be the most destructive . . . can imagine the mayhem . . ." that was Tuffnut. So whatever they were doing appealed to the twins' love for chaos, but somehow also Astrid's . . . Astrid-ness. Maybe they were practicing things for dragon training? Or perhaps trying to build something . . . What was he thinking, Hiccup was the one who always built stuff, not Astrid or the twins.

When they passed by him, Astrid was saying, "You can't put it off forever. If I have to push you both into a pit full of dragons to make it happen, I will."

"Ha ha, right," said Tuff, like he didn't believe her. "Wait, you didn't really mean that, did you?" Astrid and Ruffnut kept walking while the intellectually challenged boy tried to figure out what his sister's friend had really meant. "Hey, wait up! You didn't really mean that, did you?"

Their voices became fainter, but Fishlegs heard Astrid respond, "What do _you_ think?" before distance and wind volume obscured what they were saying altogether.

The minute he thought they wouldn't see him, Fishlegs poked his head out of his hiding place. He looked down the way Astrid and the twins had come from, then down the direction they had gone in. He then deemed it a good time to come out and attempt to track them before the trail ran cold, but was met with a small problem – No matter how hard he strained, he wasn't able to unwedge himself from the crevice he had been concealed in.

It took a good amount of time, lots of wriggling, and no small amount of physical exertion before the large boy managed to free himself. He halfheartedly considered the footprints that were still somewhat visible on the ground, but resolved himself to follow Astrid and the twins some other time. Preferably when he had come up with something that would not only allow him to see them coming and listen to what they said as they walked by, but would also make it easier to come out and follow them without detection.

. . . This was going to take a while.

* * *

><p>After three days of having to stay in bed, Hiccup had been allowed to get up and go outside to work his muscles and assure Toothless that he was still alive. Tora -the strawberry blonde healer apprentice- had helped him out by being his human crutch in the absence of any real ones, and had given him a little tour of the village. It was smaller than Berk, and most of the houses around the edges didn't have occupants, but it was a nice place. Everybody knew everybody else, and lots of the people acted like they were family.<p>

It was situated on the shore, in a relatively flat area of land on the edge of the rather large island it was located on. It was bordered on two sides by forest, on one side by the ocean, and on the last side by more flatland. They didn't have quite as many cliffs or seastacks as Berk, but it was just similar enough to remind him of home. Most of the land that the village had been built over had peculiar little hollows spaced randomly throughout, most of which had been converted into outdoor storage or pens for animals.

The healer's place where Hiccup had been stuck for the past few days was, apparently, not the main one. There were two, the larger one in the center of the village and the smaller one on the egde. The one on the edge was for the cases when there wasn't time to bring injured people any farther, or as an overflow for the main one. Hiccup had only been kept there for so long because Briar hadn't wanted to parade him around until he was capable of walking himself, and because people had felt uneasy at the idea of Toothless's prolonged presence in the heart of their village. As it was, the heart of the village was the first place Tora showed them .

At the center of Rudich was an enormous building called the gathering hall. One corner and a good part of one of the sides seemed to have been carved right out of a large hunk of stone, the rest made of thick oak wood. The center of it was also carved right out of the ground in the form of a large, round stone table with a hollowed out center that was used as a fire pit. The doors were smaller and more practical than those of the similar building back on Berk, and the ceiling wasn't quite as high. There were two extra rooms attached on the sides, and a raised balcony going around the edges about halfway up the walls. Tables were scattered here and there, mostly near the center, and Hiccup noticed that they didn't have a line of badly done father/son portraits of their chiefs over the years.

Around the exterior of the gathering hall, there was a wide ring of cobblestone where the four roads of the village met. One branch led down towards the seashore, one went in the direction of the fields, one went in the direction of the forest, and the fourth struck towards a different part of the forest at first, but then curved around to intersect all the other ones in a wide ring. It was mostly within and just outside this ring that the inhabitants of the village resided. The village itself resembled an oval with wobbly edges, but the inhabited part of the village, if one drew an outline around it, would look like a smaller circle with a few spikes and one long tentacle leading down towards the docks, none of which came very close to the edges of the aforementioned oval.

The houses were different from the ones on Berk, too. They were generally shorter and spaced more closely together than the ones back home, and they weren't shaped like upside down ships with the ends chopped off. They also lacked carved figures of dragon heads above the doors, Hiccup couldn't help but notice. Tora had shown him the inside of her own dwelling, and he had noted that the rooms were more conservative of space. There was the front room, which doubled as the dining room, and a small kitchen to the side of that. Three doors led to three bedrooms, one of which was being used for storage since Tora had no siblings, and a narrow staircase led to the attic, which had been split into two separate rooms as well. About ten feet away from the back door was the restroom, which had very strongly scented plants growing around it that masked the less savory smells adequately but not entirely. Tora informed him that the other houses all had similar layouts.

Also in the ring around the gathering hall was the forge, the main medical house, and an empty area that was set aside for special occasions that Tora didn't want to say anything about, preferring to keep them as surprises for some reason. There was another forge down closer to the docks, but it had been partway destroyed some time in the past and no one used it anymore.

Hiccup had wanted to see the entire village, even the empty parts, but apparently Tora was on orders to keep him within shouting distance of the main medical house, her or Briar's own home, or the smaller healer's outpost closer to the edge of the forest. While that was a good idea on account of his injuries, it was not all that appealing to the people that were out and about. The villagers were giving them lots of space, many looking curious but not wanting to come within twelve feet of the dragon. Some took one look at Toothless and immediately went in the opposite direction, and others glared suspiciously. Many of them looked on in awe and caution, and a few seemed more reserved but still cautious.

As they finished up in the area around the gathering hall, Hiccup noticed a small group of teenagers, likely around his age, who were talking among themselves with much pointing and gesturing in his and Toothless's direction. One of them, a black haired boy who looked about eleven or twelve, called a greeting, "Hey, Tora!"

"Hi, Joey!" Tora called back, with a wave. She looked between Hiccup and the group of teens a few times as if deciding something, then started to lead the dragon rider towards them. Hiccup followed behind her slightly hesitantly- Was she certain it was a good idea to let Toothless within five feet of the resident humans just yet? What if one of the kids freaked out?

When Hiccup and Toothless got close enough for normal conversation, one of the kids, a girl with long brown hair braided over her left shoulder, seemed to have had too much and ran off in the direction of one of the nearby houses. Well, there was the panic he had been expecting. What would the others' reactions be?

There were four people left, now that the brown haired girl had gone. There was the boy who had greeted Tora, another boy who looked exactly like him, a boy with very dark brown hair, and a girl with streaked red and dark blonde hair. The two identical boys had black hair, gray eyes, and one wore a blue shirt while the other wore green. They didn't seem too phased by Toothless's presence, more like curious with a bit of wariness mixed in. The other boy had backed away a bit and was standing slightly behind the first two, his eyes fixed on the dragon. He had dark brown, almost black hair, blue-violet eyes, and wore a dark brown shirt under a reddish brown jacket. The girl with the red and blonde hair had blue eyes, fair skin, and wore a bright yellow shirt along with a dark blue skirt that reached just below her knees.

Something seemed weird about them, and Hiccup quickly saw what. None of them wore helmets and none of them carried axes or swords like the teens from Berk. In fact, now that he thought about it, no one in Rudich did.

Hiccup's thoughts were interrupted when the boy in the green shirt stepped forward slightly and said, "Hi, I'm Jed."

"And I'm Joey," said the one in the blue shirt, and Hiccup noted that their voices were just as identical as their looks.

"And you are?" asked Jed.

"My name's Hiccup," said Hiccup.

The girl with red and blonde hair snorted, "What kind of name is that?"

"What kind of name is Ellis?" said Jed before Hiccup could formulate an answer.

"Stop it," Tora interjected sternly. She turned to Hiccup and gestured at the four kids, "These are some of my friends, Jed and Joey Fisher, Ellis Dimmons, and Spencin Anderson."

"Nice to meet you, Dragon Boy," Ellis said.

"Um . . . hi," Hiccup said, unsure exactly what to do here- it's not like he'd been in the situation before.

There was an awkward silence for a few moments, as none of them were quite sure what to be doing just then, until it was broken by Joey- or was that Jed? One of them, anyway, said, "So . . . nice dragon you've got there."

The other twin then said, "Does everybody where you're from do, well, you know, that?" he gestured at the dragon and rider with both hands.

Hiccup hesitated to answer, glancing around to see the genuine curiosity on all of the other teens' faces. "Well, no, actually. Vikings usually kill dragons, but I- Well, I was different."

Ellis nodded thoughtfully, then realised something and said, "Wait, _Vikings_? You're a _Viking_?"

"Yes- well- no, I'm not sure. I think I was banished," Hiccup said, recalling exactly what his father had said that day. _Had_ he been banished? Or just disowned?

"You think?" inquired Ellis, raising an eyebrow and crossing her arms.

"I'm not sure," Hiccup repeated, "I'm having trouble remembering exactly what he said . . ."

"What who said?" asked Jed. Or Joey.

"Your leader?" asked the other one.

Hiccup debated whether to tell them that his father had been the chief, and had at once banished and disowned him. Or had it only been disowned? He could remember talking about it to Astrid right before leaving, but couldn't quite recall exactly what had been said.

"Stop it, guys, maybe he doesn't want to talk about it," Tora scolded.

"It' not that," Hiccup said, "It's just . . . I can't remember exactly what was said. I can't remember much of anything, actually." He could still remember most of what had happened in his life, but specifics were evading him in most cases. He clearly remembered his romantic flight with Astrid, the beginning of his fight against the Monstrous Nightmare, running through the village during a raid, random bits of time in the smithy, quite a few times when he had snuck out to train Toothless, and some other, less important memories before those. Everything else was jumbled and a bit fuzzy, likely caused by head trauma.

His confused thoughts must have expressed themselves on his face, because the five Rudichians gave him weird looks, until Tora gained an expression of realization. She gasped and said, "I've got it! Eria and Luna found you and your, eh, dragon, and it looked like you crashed out of the sky, right? Well, it makes sense that you didn't just hit your arm and leg. You must have gotten knocked on the head, too, and it's scrambling your memory."

Now the odd looks were directed at Tora.

"That, actually, makes a lot of sense," Hiccup said.

Ellis jumped in in what Hiccup was now realizing was her usual manner, "Well, I hope you still remember how you trained this guy," she gestured at Toothless, "Because I'm your first student once you're able to walk normal again."

"Student?" Hiccup asked, not entirely confused but not completely understanding what she meant, either.

Spencin spoke for the first time, "They assume that you will be showing us how to befriend dragons, since you agreed to help us with our Night Fury problem. Ellis even took bets on it." The brown haired boy's voice was cool and even, stating facts rather than opinion and appearing to remain impartial. Hiccup guessed that he was one of the 'intellectual ones', if you were to go by stereotype, similar to Fishlegs and himself only more . . . neutral about his knowledge.

Hiccup had nearly forgotten the other boy was even there and took a moment to reply, "Well, I didn't think people would want to-"

"Ha!" Joey- Jed- no wait- the twin in the green shirt said, pointing at the other one, "That's five points to me."

Hiccup found himself falling back on the tactic he used with Ruffnut and Tuffnut- ignoring. "But I'll see what I can teach you if you really want me to."

"Aaaand five points to me," said the twin in the blue shirt triumphantly.

"Awesome!" Ellis said, pumping her fist, "Can you teach me something now? Like how do you get one to-"

"He's not teaching _any_one _any_thing until he's completely recovered," Tora cut in sharply. She turned to Hiccup and said, "Sorry, but it's true. Until you're completely better and you can move all of your body parts without any pain of any sort, Briar is the dictator of your life."

"Well that sounds wonderful," Hiccup said with his trademark sarcasm. It didn't sound _horrible,_ but then again it didn't sound interesting or fun, either.

"You get used to it," said the twin in the blue shirt.

"After a while," added the one in green.

"Yeah, but I'm first in line once the old lady lets you out," Ellis said firmly.

"Sure, sure," Tora said, grabbing Hiccup's uninjured arm and beginning to pull him away, "Come on, Briar also said to keep you away from bad influences like them."

Hiccup exchanged a 'these people are _weird_'' glance with Toothless, who seemed to share his sentiment, but didn't fight the healer girl.

His opinion of Rudich so far was that it was a fairly normal village, if you didn't count the oddly shaped land it was built on and the fact that half the houses were uninhabited. It wasn't Berk, that was for sure. In fact, based on the teens' reaction to his mentioning them, the people weren't even Vikings. The houses were built weird, he hadn't heard or seen anything that indicated that they had a chief, and they didn't even appear to have a kill ring like they did back home. He figured that he could get used to it, though.

His thoughts were cut short -this seemed to be happening quite often, he noted- when three small forms rushed past him, nearly knocking him over. Tora caught him, however. When the dragon rider turned around, he saw Eria and two little blonde kids that looked about her age. Toothless was looking down at them curiously as Eria approached, dragging the blonde girl by the hand while the blonde boy followed behind more tentatively. Eria pointed at the Night Fury and said to her little friends, "That's Toothless."

The two other kids both nodded, as if they were being taught a very important lesson. The blonde girl asked, in an impossibly squeaky voice, "Since that's your fwiend, does that mean dwagons awe nice now?"

Eria used a voice that was apparently supposed to make herself sound smart, informed, and superior as she said, "Only the _nice_ dragons are nice. _Everybody_ knows _that_. Now come on, I have to show you where we found them!"

The trio of shorties ran off, and Tora continued to lead Hiccup back to the medical house. Not thirty seconds later, Luna ran up. She paused, panting, and said to Tora, "Have you seen Eria anywhere? She's trying to take Luke and Lucy into the forest."

"The Trio of Terror? They went that way," Tora said, jabbing her thumb in the direction the smaller children had gone. From her easy tone and unpanicked posture, it seemed that this sort of thing happened quite often.

Rudich had just gone up on the oddness scale, almost right up there next to Berk. Hiccup figured he could still get used to it . . . eventually.

. . . This was going to take a while.

* * *

><p><strong>If I did chapter titles, this one would be called 'This is Going to Take a While' :{D <strong>

**I hope you liked the OCs. I know I didn't use a lot of other people's characters, but I did use couple of suggested names (if one was tweaked slightly) and make a reference to one. If anything seems unrealistic or Mary-Sued or flat out stupid, I need to know so I can fix it! Tell me in a review, if you want to make any observations! **

**Also tell me in a review if you have any suggestions for, well, anything. I may not use all of them, but little plot ideas or scenes or possible instances or pairing ideas would be awesome. I'll try to stick in references, at the very least, and at the most mutate them into something enormous that has major play in the story. Character building is awesome and fun and I would love for my amazing readers and reviewers to participate in it with me! :{D **

**Oh my goodness, we've almost reached a hundred reviews! That's the most reviews I've ever had and it just keeps getting higher! IswearI'msohappyrightnowIcouldjusthugyouallthroughtheInternetand- Okay, don't ask what that was. But if you want to help me bring it up to the triple digits, drop a review! **

**So- important news. I will be occupied greatly with school and life in general for the next . . . very long period of time, and unfortunately this means I will not be updating again for quite a while unless I actually manage to get some free time. I don't want anyone to be anticipating another chapter next month, or the month after, or even the month after that. I have no idea how soon I will be able to update, and as a few of you already know, even when I think I have an idea I usually turn out wrong. Just thought I'd put this out there so that you awesome readers know that I won't be updating a whole lot, but I am definitely not abandoning this story. It's just . . . on hold until further notice, I guess you could say. I hope nobody wants to kill me now! **

**And even though I just said that this thing is sort of on hiatus now, and already asked three times, I would love it if you left a review! **

**Also- if any of you are artists, and you are the type to do fan art, and you did or are doing something for this story, I'd love to see it! I need an actual cover image, so it would also be rather useful. You don't have to if you don't want to, I'm just putting it out there. **


End file.
